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always allow me sleep, I have never found time for those
slight parental offices which I do not think less delightful
because it has been my misfortune not to fulfil or to enjoy
them. But you, Contarini, have never been absent from
my thoughts, and I had considered that I had made such
arrangements as must secure you the gratification of every
innocent desire. But to-day I find, for the first time, that
I have been mistaken for years. I regret it; I wish, if
possible, to compensate for niy unhappy neglect, or rather
unfortunate ignorance. Tell me, Contarini, what clo you
wish me to do ? *

Nothing, nothing,' I sobbed and sighed.

* But if necessity have hitherto brought us less together
than I could wish, you are now, Contarini, fast advancing
to that period of life to which I looked forward as a. con-
solatory recompense for this deplorable estrangement. I
hoped to find in you a companion. I hoped that I might
have the high gratification of forming you into a great and
a good man, that I might? find in rny son not merely a being
to be cherished, but a friend, a counsellor, a colleague, yes !
Oontarini, perhaps a successor.'

I clasped my hands in agony, but restrained a cry.

4 And now,' he continued, CI am suddenly told, and by
himself, that I have never loved him; but still more painful,
still more heartrending, is the accompanying declaration,
which, indeed, is what I could not be prepared for. Mis-
conception on his part, however improbable, might have
accounted for his crediting my coldness; but alas ! I have
no room for hope or doubt. His plain avowal can never be
misconstrued. I must then yield to the terrible conviction
fchat I am an object of abhorrence to my child.'

I flung myself at his feet, I seized his hand, I kissed it,
and bathed it with my tears.

' Spare me, oh ! spare me !' I faintly muttered, * Hence-
forth I will be all you wish 1' I clung upon his hand, J